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to react. With that, little or no fever, almost always on his
feet, and the moral depression of a man used to continual exer-
cise of body and mind, whom the mind and body forbids to
exercise. We have looked after him so well that he is now, I
think, out of the woods, although, this morning, I was afraid
again and sent for Doctor Favre, our usual savior.

Throughout the day I have been talking to him, to distract
him, about your researches on monsters; he had his papers
brought so as to hunt among them for what might be useful to
you; but he has found only the pure fantasies of his own inven-
tion. I found them so original and so funny that I have en-
couraged him to send them to you. They will be of no use to
you except to make you burst out laughing in your hours of
recreation.

I hope that we are going to come to life again without new
relapses. He is the soul and the life of the house. When he
is depressed we are dead; mother, wife, and children. Aurore
says that she would like to be very ill in her father's place.
We love each other passionately, we five, and the sacrosanct
literature as you call it, is only secondary in my life. I have
always loved some one more than it and my family more than
that some one.

Pray why is your poor little mother so irritable and des-
perate, in the very midst of an old age that when I last saw her
was still so green and so gracious? Is her deafness sudden?
Did she entirely lack philosophy and patience before these in-
firmities ? I suffer with you because I understand what you are
suffering.

Another old age which is worse, since it is becoming malicious,
is that of Madame Colet. I used to think that all her hatred
was directed against me, and that seemed to me a bit of mad-
ness ; for I had never done or said anything against her, even
after that vile book in which she poured out all her fury without
cause. What has she against you now that passion has become